EDMUND SPENSER

His E$ithalamion overflows with the joy of life. But
from the earliest days Spenser's spirit was easily
jarred and fretted, by the failure to find a patron, by
the disappointment of hopes too easily kindled, by
the contrast between his ideal of Court life and the
reality, by the wear and tear of official life in an
unhappy country in whose conflicts with English
government he could see nothing but evidences of a
'double dose of original sin. Poetry was one refuge,
the other religion. Christianity is the promise of an
ultimate escape trom the ills that flesh is heir to :

v-   the fretful stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world.

from the endless mutability of all things earthly:

When I bethinke me on that speech whyleare
Of Mutability, and well it way;
Me seemes that though she all unworthy were
Of the Heav'ns Rule; yet very sooth to say,
In all things else she beares the greatest sway.
Which makes me loath this state of life so tickle,
And loue of things so vaine to cast away;
Whose flowring pride, so fading and so fickle,
Short Time shall soon cut down with his consuming sickle.

Then gin I thinke on that which Nature sayd,
Of that same time when no more Change shall be,
But stedfast rest of all things firmely stayd
Upon the pillours of Eternity,
That is contrayr to Mutabilities
For, all that moveth, doth in Change delight:
But henceforth all shall rest eternally
With Him that is the God of Sabbaoth hight:
O that great Sabbaoth God, graunt me that Sabaoths sight.1

That comes from Spenser's heart; but it is a differ-
ent sentiment from Dante's aspiration, even from the

1 Faerie Queene, vii. viii. 1-2.
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